realities to themselves and constructing a new world of his own
above the other. This newly-created world was his property, his
unlimited, sovereign domain, which he could shape and steer ac-
cording to his will. In this kingdom, his own free creation, he
might hope to be at last a complete tyrant. Art became the sub-
limest form of his will to power.

But at this point an odd thing sometimes happens with the
artist. There is, after all, a something stronger than himself: that
formative power which created this whole kingdom of his and
dominates it. His art is more than he is: for he is a helpless indi-
vidual organism, a man as other men, but it is a terrific natural
force. And with horror he begins to realize that this curious ability
to create has made him but the more dependent. His " births "
stand there, released from his will. And gradually there grows up
within him dislike and hatred of this art, and he fights against it.
Then, when clever folk come and say to him that this is contra-
dictory, since in fighting against art he is fighting himself and the
whole meaning of his life, he might reply to them:

True, I hate art, just because I am an artist. You others may
love and admire it, but I am bound to curse it. For you it is an
" inspiration," but for me a doom. I wanted to achieve dominion
and freedom through it, but it is this same art which has made me
entirely unfree. It is the super-tyrant in me. Gradually, without
my noticing, it has grown up beyond me and swelled into a power-
ful, terrible creature that is alien and hostile to me. I wanted to
make images after my own wishes, and ideals after my free sover-
eign whim. But my art never inquired about my wishes and ideals.
The people who come and go in my poems are not the creations
of my will. I wanted to create a world of beauty, and there grew
up before me a world of truth. I wanted to construct a world of
happiness, and there arose a world of damnation. My figures were
not subordinate to me, they were never my compliant creatures.
They stood there like their own lawgivers, endowed with auto-
cratic vital forces, and they frightened me, for that was not how
I had conceived them. And therefore I now fling my curse at art.
It is the hereditary enemy of my life. It has set itself above me
and robbed me, destroyed me, split me in two halves. It is the
monster in me. Lying is human, but my art will have the truth and
again the truth. Faith is human, but my art brings doubt. Blind-
ness is human, but my art is the power of seeing. I did not know
that the gift of seeing was so terrible a thing. Everywhere the
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